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frozen in and the men were

take to the ice to make their way out.
On their dreary march to the nearest
station a eake of ice on which the
Springfield boy happened to be was de-
tached from the main tloe and he was
carried out to son.  His eomrades were
unable to rescue him, and he drified
off into the darkness, as they were ouly
too sare, o certan deat e re-
mainder of the party arrived sufely at
their destination.  As soon as possible
thie news of the young man’s loss was
| sont to his mother, but she obstinately
refused to believe that he was dead.
Her faith was strengtheped by the ar-
rival, some months later, of a letter
her son had written her on the Christ-
mas day preceding the sbandonment
of the Shi\ﬂ., in which he spoke conti-
dently of being with her almost as soon
as the letter reached her. As it had
been sent by & roundabout way across
Siberia and Russia, tho delay was only
natural, but the mother saw in it a
fresh confirmation of her bopes.

The belief had by this time grown in-
to n monomania, and she determined
to leave no means untried of ascertain-
ing if her son really lived. Without
the knowledge of her family, she went
to s “medinm” who happened to bein
Springfield at the time and consulted
her as to the whereabouts of an absent
fricnd. Her excitoment was increased
by being told that the person of whom
she asked had been cast away in a far
country among savage tribes, who had
nursed him tenderly through a long ill-
ness; that he was still weak, but was
on the road to imaltl:i] Almmi!i beside
hersell, the r mother tried in vain
to convert I:’;_ family to her belief.
Finding it impossible to shake her
faith in her son's existence by argu-
ment, they finslly tried change of scene
and travel But while in ton she
once more visited a clairvoyant, who,
strangely eno confirmed the state-
ments of the mer mediom. This
one described in dk:;n;nstic url:;—ﬁnt.
a young man picked up in mid-ocean
by :n-fa.ningpvmel; then aportina
t land, ships in a harbor,
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with such mispovernment, the more 1
fear that the wealth and insolence of the
rum traffic will lead at last, under free
govermment, to a street barricade war.
Slavery went down in blood.
haps, will the liquor traflic, with the
misrule re<alting
Thomas Carlyle predicted that all great
modern cities will come finaily to the
position in which Paris was under the |
Commune, unless the reputable side of
snciety organizes itseli ageressively to
counternct the dangers which make uni-| of interest as we wi
versal suffruge & peril.
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le of 900,000,000 andually,
while H0.000 ministers af the Gospel are
preaching the glad tid
to the same people at an annual cost of

) o =ay, the Ameri-
can people pay one dollar to support the
preaching of the Gospel, and 275 to
If it is true
ihat men prize that for which they pay
theirmoney, in proportion to the amount
of money paid, then it musibe true that
the American people think seventy-five
of the American
they do of the American
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1 saw a great deal of Luigi dori
siay in London.
| tle excursions together

n. and took up ons of the
inz on the table, My left fin-
ively into their proper
s, o1 tather, wheve
bave been: and then

| spent many evenings tog
among the ruins of the public buildings | should rather say, for the sm:
burned by the mob in Cincinnati.
remember the railway riots of 1877, We
are performing an experiment, not only |
in the fsce of the whole world, but for
the benelit of the entire earth.
Americans, who believe in government
of the people, for the people and by the | was when he took his be
people, to see that such government is
made 30 wise and strong as not to perish
from the earth. There is growing up in
the liquor trafiic a power that already |
has itz elutches on our throats; and a
loss of time in organizing national re-
form may be ths luss forever of an
opportunity to save our nstion from
being wrecked by municipal misrule.
Therefore, for one, I pray God to send
us such a recrystalization of politics as
shall throw =all the bext elements of
society into a National Reform party.

I stood lu‘.e]_'-'

| had sounded when we
| the room dim with the smok
cigars and his
of his countrymen, he smoked simply
whenever he eonld 4L
when alone with me. 1 believe the only
cessation fo his consumption

fantes as_much s were in, and, with all my new-
skill, knew that po miraculous in-

wroddnesd a fiddler,

A note from the EHev. Dr. HowArp me |

HeNpirsos

impulse was on
absurd as it
Luigi with the

v fiddle in §
| his hand and played for his own pleas-
ure and my delirhi.

He was a charming companion—in- |
deed what man who
varied life as he had.
wise when drawn out by the conlidence
that friendship gives* 1 soon found
that under the external calmness of the
lay a nature full of poetry, and not
free from excitement. 1 was alsomuch
amused to find a vivid vein of supersti-
tion and belief in the supernatural run-
ning through his charmacter:and I be-
lieve it was only my merriment on mak-
ing the discovery that hindered
upon some ghostly ex-

sriences he had himself gone thronugh,
instead of darkly hinting at what he
It wasin vain I apolo-
gized for my ill-timed mirth, and with
ve face tried to tempt him.
only said: *You, like the rest of your

ooded, money-making race, are
1 I will tell you
You would not believe: you

v 2eem, I turned (o
est on my lips that he would re-
string the useless mstrument.

Luizi had been

some noteworthy “Kentuckian facts:”

Has yvour sttentien fallen on the faet
that Bourbon county (celebrated for its
brand of whisky ), the heart of Kentucky,
“the *Blue Grass region,” has recent-
the “Local Option Law”
robibited the sale of whisky!
nephew of my
treorge W. Bain, and wour correspon-
dent, are natives of old Bourbon.
prouder of being a Bourbon than ever.
—Christian Advocate.

watching me atien-
had studied every
ry vagigy of mine since
agnin began to handle the Gddle. See-
] toward him, he sprung
from his seat, and before I could speak,
itelied the fiddle from my hands, re-
ng it at onee in its case; then clos-
cover, he heaved a deep sigh of
. 1 had no time to entreat, re-
monsirate, or resist; but as he took the
fiddle from me, all wigh top distinguish
myself int aline that was not my own
left me, and I almost laughed alond at
he folly and presmaption of which 1
had been mentally guilty.
stmange—very strange.

“ANL'" said Luigi, us he placed the fid-
dle ont of sight under the table. “so you
felt iv also, my friend?”

“Feit what?* I

“The—I don’t know what to eall it—
the power, the sorcery of it.”

“I felt—don™t laugh at me—that had
the strings been there. I, who never
layed a Gddle in my life. could have
rawn exquisite music from that one.
What does it mean?™

Luigi returned no answer to my in-
as if thinking aloud:
dream of mine. He the
enol, eollected Englishman—he felt it
He eould not resist the im
It was ©»o dream—no creation o
Would be see it. L wonder?®

“See what?” I asked. curious to know
what his wandering sentences meant.

“1 caymot tell you.
believe me.”

could be other-

“‘Mental suasion for the man who | from expatiati

Mn. SpurcEoN happily says:
is the strongest drink.
it is the drink of lions and horses; and
Samson never drank anything else. lLet
young men be teetotalers, if only for
The beer money will

it drives mills; si
Moral sussion for ro gy

Legsl snasion for the drunkard-

economy’s suke.
soun build a house.

What Women Suffer.

The Canada Casbef, reforring to the
suffering which strong driak imposes
upon wWomén, savs:
ite for strong drink in man
the lives of more women,
ruined more homes for them, brought
them more sorrow, scat
fortunes for them, cursed

Prison suasion for the statute-

.

—Joseph Caok,

MzripIAN is all astir on the question
of whether the home or the saloon shall
predominate. Both sides procured the
assistance of able attorn
of the contest was that
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Another thing about which he was
very tepacious was showing his skill
when invited out. Iie invariably de-
seeming quite puzzied
ts thrown out by some

clined to do

of his entertainers.
they not eome and hear me
“Or can it be
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quiry, but said,
“S0 it was no
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And yet. ope night when I f
enaoungh, we w ke the tiddle from it
case, and I will play it to yvon—I who.
until to-night, have not laid a finger o
it for five years. And then, if its musi
moves you as itk moves me, 1 dreamed
no dre f t. I will savit wasa
] 3 at last b : R PE
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it when I drew the stran
om its case: nor hud he ¢
to redeem bis promise made op ti
casion. [ had ceased to think about it,
or indead only remembered it as a jest,
lnughing at the idea of a superstiticdus
man nd bais » o play on any par-
ticular Sddle. o days before he lof
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t

ith him that nig
mMay Keep my |

i, addime, "1t

! hink I
nise of playing

v restauara
nt ta Lul
The

We dined at :

Luigi's fa-
al colls of string

1 and talked on
r about an}

“I see¥oi

L JEH “yvou will not blame me if my
ph g agitates yvou: and remember,
when | ouce begin [ must continue to

sed by the deli- | the end. 1t is no pleasire to me—it i3
ifting thesounding-
L-wenpons some -
el to the 1!‘“;(‘"

rather deadly pain. But 1 am curious,
and would satisiy my doubts.”

Ie was so much in earnest that I
ehecked the lnugh his solomn manner
ealled up. and merely nodded acquies-
cence. Jle then rose, and, savine, *We
must not be interrupted.” called hisser-
vant, and, after giving him the neces-
sury instruetions, locked the door, plac-
ing the key in his pocket. He then

| opened the mysterious case, and. with

tender bands, drew forth the violin
His nimble fingers soon detached the
several strimgs. Keptted on the new
ones, and in the course of abont a quar-
ter of an hour the instrument was
ready, and tuned to his satisfuction. 1
felt, as 1 watched him, | should like to
take the violin in my hands onece more,
to see if the strange desire [ had before
experienced would again come over me
—but I hardly liked to ask him to permit
me 1o do 80

And now all was ready—Luigi’s eriti-
cal ear satisfied with the sound of the
strings—and he seemned about to strike
his favorite attitude.  Yeét 1 noticed his
pale face was paler than usual, and the
band poising the bow seemed tremu-
fons; and as [ looked at him, 2 sympa-
thetie feeling of fear—a dread of some-
thing. I knew not what—crept over me.
It seemed too absurd, however, to be
disturbed by an excitahle Italian play-
inz a violin in a room with all the ap-
Liances of modern. everyday life around
Inughed away the feeling:
placed myself at full length on the sofa
—my favorite attitude f{or listening to
the master’s performances—and was
prepared to give my undivided atten-
tion to the music.

And vet, for a while Luigi did not be-
ein. although he saw I had resigned my-
te. He hod placed the vio-
lin under his chin; his left-hand fingers
were on the strings, but for some min-
utes he contented himsell with beating
a sort: of time, or rhyvthmical measure,
with the bow. One would have said he
was endeavoring to recall something ha
liad heard onge, and only imperfectly
remembered,

“What theme are sou going to play to
me?" | asked

On hearing my voice he looked at me
vacant

y.and only upon my repeating
the guestion did he seem aware of my
presence.  Then with an effort he said,
ceasing not to beat time the while:

“Ah.that I donot know. Iam no
longer my own master; [ cannotchoose.
Lot me beg of vou not to interrupt me
again, my friemnd.”

I said no more, but watehed him with
anxious eves. The left-hand fingers
slipped, slid, and danced in dumb show
up and down the strmga, the bow for-
ever beating time. A sort of shiver
passed over him: then. drawing himself
up, e swept the bow across the strings,
and the fiddle, silent for so many years,
found tongue at last.

A weind strain, commanding the list-
ener’s attention at once—astrain [ knew

| T had never heard befgre. So curious

the opening bars soumisd, tha ad 1
dared, I should have said that several

| well-established rules of harmony were
joutraged. And vet, in spite of its pe-

culiarity, [ knew that he who ereated
that music was & master in the art. It
was not Wagner, I was sure, although
somewhat of his remarkable power of
expression, and gift of moving the mind
without the aid of melody, was present.
The first thirty bars, or so, appeared to
me fo be of the nature of an overture,
heralding the performances to follow,
In spatehes of mystic music the violin
spoke of joy and sorrow, pain and pleas-
ure, love and hate, hope and fear: and
us my own thoughts responded to the
varied emotions, Ilay and woudered
who eduld have written the music which
affected me so; and thought how fortu-
nate the unknown composer wasto have
such an exponent of his ideas as Luigi.
Yet.as [ looked at the latter.it struck me
his style of playing to-night was differ-
ent from usaal. Faultless though the
execntion was—marvelous as were the
strains those facile fingers drew forth—
the whole manner of the man seemed
to be mechanical, utieérly at variance
with the fire and dash that ever charac-
terized his performances. The gkill was
there, but, for once, the sou! was want-
ing. With the exception of his hands
and arms, he stood so still that he might
have been a statue. He played as one
ina trance, and his eves with a fixed
look were ever directed toward the end
of the apartment. Swifter and swifter
his arm flew backward and forward—
more strange, eccentrie, and weird the
musie became—stronger in its expres-
sion, plainer in its eloquence, mora
thrilling in its intensity, and ever exer-
cising its powerful spell on the hearer.
At last, with a sort of impulse, I turned
my eves from the player and looked in
the direction in which be looked. Bud-
denly the music changed. There was
now no lack of melody. A soft. sooib-
ing, haunting measure began—a sort of
dreamy, far-away tune; and as itsgentle
cadences fell on my ear. hitherto kept
in a state of irritating, if not unpleas-
ing, expectation, my thoughts began to
wander to old -forgotien scenes—

lections of vanished faces, once familiar
flocked around me—all thi ed

harsh notes from the fiddle, so i
like a warning or admonition, recal

few feet of me
Lauigi's violin—I was
a A

iside our | pres

dav | ce

& night. L
A month passed by: Luoigi's London | gis

aud he wrote me asking me todine |

wur, ansd |
sty sis i AL
: 1 have made preparations for | too, was voung a
| the performanee.  When do you mtend | |
) | to begin?™
instrament l'| Lati
b

with an Imtensely Ki

tdrew a deepbreath.“My friend.” | sembl:

)
her hands, the g
while her compan
comer with an air ps
own, anil  wonds ol
qull‘,'»l,--‘- sl
husled from moat
them nol—ali the pha

before me in dumb show; but the varied
tones of the violin told me all that JHANS-
ed betwoen the two men astrnly as
though their voices smote upon my ear:
and, as the wilid music ©

fierce crescendo of thrilling power, tho
two men grappled in their rage.and the
wirl sprung to her feet and ranwildiy to
the door

phantom actors of my vision were hid-
den from my sight. When they reap-
peared, I saw the voung Frenchman
quitting the room, with blood trickling
down his pale cheek; and as, with a
look of undying hate on his face, he
cloged the door behind him, the room
and all faded from my sight.

weird no
that chained me. leaving me no time
to reflect on what I had seen, but en-
foreing my attention to thedrama acled
before me, the fiery ereseondo sank in a
dull sullen theme, almost colorless when
compared with the foregoing numbers;
then, as with dissolving views, where
one scene grows throngh another that
fades, I bewan to realize that T looked
into another room—one very different
from the first.

roof and small window, an attic, and its
contents spoke of poverty., A bedstead
with thr
corner, J
table litt
the younge Frenchman. His brow was
contracted, and the wound vel fresh an
his cheek, Hewaswrit
the medinm of the musie 1 knew the

lenge—a ch
late antagon i
writer was of even more noble family
[l.’],-'.i.'l the small room, deep in thought.
ward across the limited space—as his
thoughts grew black with hate as he re-
membered the insult he had suffered,or
grew bright with love as he pictured the
fair girl who had pledged herself to hi
tions of the music harmonize with them
that I conld feel every emotion stirring
his heart. at times almost identilying

SOrTOW, InNiase.

hefore, I say, whet

at [irst fierce

distant events came to my mind—recol-

things seem
growing misty and indistinet, and 1 felt
as one sinking into sleep—the sort of
sieep that ope can almost realize and

?I.,u,:as not to be. however. A few

LY

now looking into
even as one looks
ofa room onthe
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€ye3 ITom the PRANtom scene beforeme,

that Luigi saw the things I saw.
Another change in the wonder-work-

|ing music. A long rippling leguts pas-

| sage, sweeping intoa tender. passionate,

pleading strain—the eloguent notes

| speaking of jov and fear mingled. As
| my heart followed and understood the
| inspiration of the musician. [ whisper-
| ed to myself, “This iz Jove™ As ;%

in
answer 1o my thoughts, the dour of the
phantom room opened, and two figures

{ entered—a lady and a gentlewman.

Both wore the dresses of that
ned the'date
of the furniture, and both were voune.
Like the objects around themi, there

was nothing in their appearance ghost- |
like or supernatural. heir limbs look- | cou

el as firm and round as my own. It was

some little time before 1 could t nv
eves from the garl.  She was supremely

r. with a delicate,
robe she wore
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myself with him—making his joy, his

After what seemedd to be hours, he
took np the violin that lay on the tabie
near him, and eommeneed plaving. As
er Laugt's hawds
produced it or not, the sound came
from him; and as he played. the musie,
stern and harsh, gradually
toned down until it becwme dreamy and
Inlling—until at last he threw himself
on his poor bed, and Laoigi's vialin re-
sumed the strain—the t. soothing
measure I have before mentioned, tell-
ing of placid sleep.

Another change—hard, sharp. slaecalo
assages. 1 was nmow looking—tt might
e from a window—on a wide expanse

of smooth green turf, As before, the
scene wns so real, so material, that 1
might have stepped out onto the sward.
There was nothing in the locality which
I could identify. A wall and some pal-
ings, | remember were the left hand;
a belt of trees on the right, Asllooked,
1 saw figures at some little distance
Two men in their shirt-sleeves were
engaged in a deadly duel. They were
not so far away but | conld plainly dis-
tinguish their fealures: and I knew they
were those ol the two men whom I hac
seen ¢grapple in the room. As thelr
slender. flashing biades twined in and

| ¥et tells him, even

1 ' i
sinking al- | d

| to see an awinl sight

out like serpents—as they thrust and
parried. . advanced and retréated—the
mysterions music entered fully into the
fray . accompanying every stroke, until,
as the arm of one of the combatants
sank by his side, helpless—pierced by
his antagonist’s binde—it swelled to a
strain of exultation.

It was the Englishman who was
wounded: and as the sword dropped
from his grasp. his opponent with difli-
cuity checked the impulse wrging him
todrive his weapon throngh hts ungunrd
ed breast; then, seeing his foe wasquite
unable to renew the combat, bowed
with cold politeness.sheathed hissword,
and turped away, leaving the wounded
man to the care of his second. Az the
Frencliman vanished from my sight
among the trees al the right hand, the
scene grew biurred and faded—couly the

all of the music continued ever,

The dismal measure and the dismal
garret once more. As | look at the
poverty-sticken room, the music, elo-

quent as before, in some hidden man-
ner makes me aware that mounths have
passed sinee I last looked at it. The
i‘oung’ Frenchman is present. Indeed,

begin now to understand that no scene
can come beneath my eves unless he be
an actor in it. It is his life, his love, the
violin in its own marvelous tongue re-
lates. I wait with interest now. 1 have
no time to wonder at or speculate upon
what I have seen: no time to endeavor
to explain the pbantom scenes and ae-
tions which the song of the Stradivar-
jus has bronght before me. I feel no

The young man. I notice, is handsome
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80 readily? werty and hopelessness,

to rise to fame.
He is writing: but the
him this time is a sco

T

per before

loss of love, and with that loss the wish

score of a

NeIDIESS In IS surprise at seemng nt".

even 10 ascertain whether it could be |and then, with a grand air of calin po-
| liteness, handing her to one of thecrnzy
| chairs that furnished his poor room,

waits, with a eold faoe, to learn the ol-
ject of her visit. Then the woman—or
the music—pleads in pathetic strains
for pardon and forgivenes -pleads the
pressure put upon her by friends—pleads
her utter helplessness '

ring walting (o en
he alone, the exiled, pavi
Frenchman, owns the

can mve. And as the

| ——
ner eyes, the man waves
1 .

the sgualid L, and
gesture bis utier povernh

ness, commends with a

has taken, or |

B Sir and |

the door. ' Vg
i 1440 ‘ vy
upon her. a wall of music_more m -
ful than words can desetilwe % i
the air, and brings th - GV ©Ves

while the man kneels down and kisses
the very boards on which her foet had
restal

With the mirthk S ipon his
fuce, he sits down . ¥ ik -
and the music, plaving ever 4 6
his thoug the { st t
der, Knowi i i &
lenus ever and 1 1
what has he to do y o (4

he, the last o { (8 o

324 Ccal
T | sl
r Londor
he onee hoped
i L8 S |
1 3
- i |': -
5 #ADad
hn aksd the
S~
i Gl
a N g2
L - A n
lile n ery
Vi ieasl Do

Ever with the
in his mind, 1 see him
grore—the resalt of month
Labor—and o
or sheet to
littered  with
S his action
,Jove and fame,

LITE ProWeEriess

i | to move my aves f e For
st} e melancholy potes aos stis] [
krnow thal until Luigis hands are st
rest [ am fettered by the spell the music

weaves, | watch the man, or the phnn-
tom. with con ed interest 'he

}‘- . .'(""T [ifi'."l"' in tallers to

t! el and, still seated inthechaie

which he had ced for the gicl, he

stretehies out wand, seeking for
-

something among the papers on the
table. Well 1 know the olijeet he seeks
—a small knife, with an elnborately
chased silver handle—a relie,
of former riches. T“-;! 01t aven
that would have bean sold to provide
the bare necessaries of the life he conses
to care for, [le opens il, passes his fin
gers across the keén edge, anl remoy-
ing Lig coat, tnrns up his shirt-sleevo
to the shoulder., and deliberately severs
a large vein or artery in his arm. Obh,
thiat maddening wusic!—encouraging,
tempting, even applauding his erime
of solf-destruction! [ see, and sicken
al the sight, the first red rush of Llowd
from his white arm; and then, drip,
drip, drip. follow the large quick-faliing
drops. »o real. so horrible vision,
that I can even note the erimson pood
forming amid the tattered paper cover
ing the loor. Will the flll;t{l-nr-lr' never
end? Minutes are hours as [ wateh the
face grow whiter and yet whiter, as the
man sits bleeding to death. Now, while
I long to faint and lose the dreadful
sight, be rises, and, withtottering steps,
wilks across the room and tukes up the
violin, With the life-blood streaming
from his left arm, once more, snd the
Jlast time, he makes the nstrument
speak: and again, I say, the music
comes from him, amd not from  Luigt.
As he plays, even while I wait for what
must follow, 1 know that such rare
music was never heard on earth as this
straln to which T listen—fancyving the
while I ean see the eager wings of Death
hovering around the plaver. To what
can I compare it? A poet would term
it the death-song of the swan. It is the
death-song of a genius—one whom the
wiorld never knew—whose own rash ack
has extinguished the sacred flame,
Strong and wild and wonderful mses
the mwusie fora while., Now it sinks
lower, and lower, and lower, Now it is
s0 80ft T enn scarcely hear it it s ebh.
ing to silence, even as the heart’s
is ebbing to death. The face v
ghastly; the head sinks upon the hreasts
the eves flicker like the dyving flame of
a candle; the violin drops from t
deped hamnd, and the man falls gidewsys
from his clinir to the ground, even as
Luigi’s violin completes the bar his fall
had broken off in the middle; and as i
sums up the tragedy in ope long-sus-
lained passage of hopeless griel, | seeo
the bloodless white face of the man,
now dead, or soon to be dead, Iving o
the ruddy floor; while the left arm, mo-
tless now, rests as it had fallen soross

VaDTless

tinnle
the violin, which those nervelessfingers
had st last been fain to drop.

The music stopped—the spell was
ended. So powerfully was I wrongii
upon by the H\ vision I had seen, tha
thie moment my limbs resumed theis
freodom, I rushed forward and fell
1 g on the very spot on which M
to me the man had diesd. When
wovered eonsciousness, | found
Luigi bending over me, and sponging
my face with cold water. He was pais
and agitated, and scemed from physical
exhaunstion searcely able to gtand.
rose, awd with a shudder looked toward
that part of the room where the phun-
tasmagoria had appeared. Nothing was
there now to move me. The familin
wall-paper, the pictures 1 had so often
seanned, alone met my eyve.  As [ guwsd
round, Luigi, in a whisper, asked:

“You saw it all, then, as [ did?"

“I saw it all; could it have been a
Ireain#”

He shook his head. “If so, three mes
have I dreamed it, and each time  alike
in every detail. The first time [ said,
‘It must be a dream:’ the second time,
It may be faney. But what can 1 say
now, when another sees it also?™

I could give him no answer—I conld
offer no explanation—only I asked:

“Whvd .‘ vou not cease plaving, and
spare me that last sighg?®

“I could not. It was your impulse to
play on that violin, when first yon saw
it, that led me to think its strange pow-
er would act on another besides myself,
and induced me togo through it all
once more. But it will tell its story to
no one else”

I turped inquiringly, and seeing on
the carpet a mass of gmall splinters oi
wood, mixed with tangied s ¥
pess, knew what he meant.
wis the end of the masterpiece of Sir
varius,

“And you mean to say vou had no
power 1o cease when once you began*—
were compellsl to play through the
whole tragedy >

“I had no power to stop. Some foren
irresistibly compelled me. 1 was but
an mstrument; and absurd as it seems,
I believe that vou. with no knowiedge
-i." 113 e art, would have played justasT
L4 41 i

“But the music? | asked. “The won-
derful music¥

“That to me,™ replied Luigl, “is the
sirangest thing of all. Neither you nor
I can recall a single bar of it. Even
those two or three melodies which, as
we heand them, we thought would haunt
us, have vanished.”

And it was so. Try how 1 would, I
could fashion no tune at all like them.

“It bears out what I told you." said
Luigi, in conclusion. “I was simply an
Instrument. Indeed, it seemed the
whole time not I, but another was play-
ing. Buthere is an end of it.”

Then, late asthe hour was, wekindled
a small fire, and consumned every atuin
of the violin which held, in somé mys-
terious, inexplicable way, the story of
a man’s love and death.

We parted at last. Luigi leff England
as arranged, and bas not vet revisited it,

- - * - - - -

Is there any sequel to my ineredible
story? None that will thrgwan' light
upon jt, or enable me—as. i g
have little hope of doine—to win the




